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CURVES FOR HER OLDER BOSS 


Amee 


Brad Sherman is the hottest guy I’ve ever seen. Every time 
I see him, I have palpitations, but there’s only one thing 
wrong with that - he’s my boss. 


Not that he’s ever going to look at me anyway...a quiet, shy 
girl from accounts, but when he asks me to take a trip with 
him to see our new office in Chicago, things start to heat 


up. 


Is it just my imagination, or does he keep staring at me? I’m 
a curvy girl, and I’m sure I’ve seen him looking at my figure 
when he thinks I’m not watching. If this trip away plays out 
like my dreams, I'll be a happy girl...but who the hell am I 
kidding? And what if he does come on to me. I’d probably 
run a mile? 


Let’s face it, I’m a twenty-three-year-old virgin, and that’s 
how I’m probably going to stay. 


Still. I can dream, can’t I? 


Brad 


From the first time I saw Amee, I knew she would be mine. 
Beautiful, smart and with curves in all the right places. 


The trouble is, I’m her boss, and she’s a quiet girl. I hardly 
get the chance to speak to her, and when I do, she just 
seems to nod or smile. I know there’s much more behind 
those blue eyes and that blonde hair, and the thing is... I 
have to have her, make her mine, or Ill go crazy. Heck, I 
already am crazy...for her. 


I decide to take her with me to the new office in 
Chicago...pretend I need her advice on something when 
really, all I want to do is get to know her better both 
mentally and physically. I dream about those soft curves of 
hers, and I’ll do anything it takes to claim them, and 
her...forever. 


*Curves For Her Older Boss is a SHORT insta-everything 
standalone instalove romance with an HEA, no cheating, 
and no cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER ONE 


A 7 


Let’s face it. A day at the office would be dull without Brad 
to distract me. As soon as he walks into the office break 
room, I feel the temperature rise about twenty degrees, or 
is that just my own internal furnace that’s working 
overtime. God, he’s so hot. Such a perfect specimen that I 
feel the perspiration start to trickle down the deep valley 
between my breasts. For a moment, I almost forget where I 
am, my cup of coffee half raised to my lips in suspended 
animation as I gap open mouthed like a goldfish. 


“Amee, is something wrong?” 


Lisa, my co-worker, pulls me back to reality, and I feel a 
deep blush start to spread across my cheeks. Lisa is a 
friend, but my life wouldn’t be worth living if she found out 
about my secret crush. 


Pull yourself together, girl, as well as being the most 
beautiful man on the planet - Brad Sherman is your boss! 


She starts telling me about her date last night, and I nod in 
all the right places while stealing a glance over to where 
Brad is talking to another member of the staff. 


Usually he wears a suit, but because today is casual Friday, 
where we all donate a dollar to charity to wear casual 
clothes to work, he’s wearing jeans. Even from a distance, I 
can see the outline of his bulging biceps, straining under 
the short sleeves of his tight t-shirt. He looks more like a 
personal trainer than the boss of a big corporation, and I’m 
sure I can see the start of a tattoo snaking up towards his 
shoulder. He dwarfs the guy he’s talking to and must be 
well over six feet tall. 


His presence fills the room...well, it certainly fills my brain. I 
can feel that place between my legs start to throb as I 
remember last night’s dream... it was like some x-rated film 
starring Brad and me in some very compromising positions 
- namely him taking me across his desk. I blush at the very 
thought. Not that he even knows who I am, apart from that 
girl in accounts. I mean, come on, I’m no looker. Yes, I’ve 
got a good figure, all boobs, and ass, but someone like Brad 
would never look at someone like me. I’m too ordinary, too 
boring. Unlike him... he’s like a god that’s just stepped 
down from Mount Olympus. Not to mention his towering 
frame, he has the perfect chiseled good looks of a movie 
star, dark ruffled hair, dark eyes, and cheekbones you could 
cut glass with, in other words, an Adonis of the first order. 


I watch as he finishes his conversation, and my eyes snap 
back to Lisa as he heads in our direction, my stomach doing 
somersaults as he approaches our table. 


“Ladies...” his voice is deep and gravelly, and just that one 
word has my head spinning. Is it my imagination, or do his 
deep brown eyes fix on me for just a second longer? 


Oh shit! He must have seen me staring at him. 


“Amee, are you ok?” 


“Holy shit!” The coffee I’m drinking misses my mouth and 
splashes down the front of my white shirt. 


“Hey, you seem all jumpy today, what gives?” Lisa raises a 
perfectly manicured eyebrow. She’s everything that I’m not, 
slim, beautiful, and confident. Brad must have been looking 
at her, not me, how stupid can I be? 


I can’t tell her, not in a million years. 


“T didn’t sleep well last night. I think I must be tired. Look, 
I’d better be getting back to work, you know what the old 
spinster is like.” 


The old spinster is Miss Simpson, my supervisor. A middle- 
aged single woman who looks like she’s permanently 
sucking lemons. 


It’s almost one o’clock when I head back to the accounting 
department, and as soon as I walk in, Miss Simpson calls me 
over. 


“Mr. Sherman just called, he wants to go through the 
accounts this afternoon...he asked for you.” 


Her face reflects my own surprise at the request. 
Mr. Brad Sherman asked for me? He never asks for me. 


Usually, this is Miss Simpson's job, and she doesn’t look too 
pleased about being replaced. 


“Oh, and Amee...you’d better do something about that 
blouse.” 


I look down at the large coffee stain that’s spread down the 
front of my shirt. Shit, how could this happen today of all 
days? 


I pick up the phone and call Lisa, hoping she can help. 
Luckily, it’s her night for the gym, and she has a spare t- 
shirt in her bag. I head to the ladies room and change. Lisa 
is at least two sizes smaller than I am, and I tug the cotton 
material over my ample breasts. They look huge in the tight 
black cotton, and I feel so self-conscious. Still, it’s better 
than an unsightly coffee stain, I suppose, and head over to 
Brad’s office, my heart in my throat. 


Brad 





Amee has great breasts, and they look even bigger in the 
tight t-shirt she’s wearing. Her nipples are hard and 
prominent, and pointing straight at me, making it 
impossible to concentrate as she walks into my office. She 
has a great ass too, the fabric of her trousers taut across 
those ample ass cheeks. I love a curvy woman, and I can’t 
help but watch her appreciatively as she walks towards my 
desk and takes the offered seat. 


I’m a grown man for god’s sake, I must be double this girl’s 
age, but she has this effect on me every time I see her. I 
can’t help it, but she’s my perfect woman, a veritable 
goddess, and it takes all my willpower not to drool. 


I feel my cock start to twitch as she sits in the chair 
opposite my desk and crosses her legs, smoothing down the 
material on her thighs. Is it hot in here, or is it just me? 


Pull yourself together, Brad. You’re the CEO of this fucking 
place. 


I make an effort to look at the accounts prepared for me. 
Amee is not only stunning but smart. I know she works on 
the main accounts we have, and her work is perfect. I 
hardly ever speak to her, usually dealing with the prickly 


Miss Simpson, but after seeing Amee in the break room I 
knew I had to get to know her better. 


She’s a quiet girl and hard to talk to, and never comes to 
the office parties. Usually, I have no problem with women, 
not that there’s been a significant other for a long time, but 
Amee is different. I want her. I want her like I’ve never 
wanted a woman before, and I need to make her mine. 


I glance at her, and she looks down at her hands clasped in 
her lap. She seems nervous, and I watch almost hypnotized 
as She licks her lips, and a deep crimson spreads across her 
features, those baby-blue eyes hidden by long thick lashes, 
her soft blonde hair curling around the curve of her cheeks. 
I could look at her all day. 


My cock distracts me from the figures, rock hard under my 
desk, and I wonder if she can sense my agitation. She’s so 
close to my desk that if I reach out, I could touch her. I want 
nothing more than to feel her ample figure pressed against 
mine, while I whisper in her ear that she’s mine. 


But I need to stay cool, after all I am the boss. I pick up the 
file giving my hands something to do. 


“These accounts are excellent, Amee. Your work hasn’t 
gone unnoticed. Miss Simpson talks highly of you.” 


I can see that she’s surprised, almost embarrassed, and the 
color spreads down to her neck as she smiles shyly, her eyes 
lowered once more. 


“Thank you.” Her voice is soft and low, and I take in a deep 
breath to steady my thoughts, breathing in her light 
perfume. She smells of spring and innocence, and suddenly 
an image of me fucking her over my desk comes into my 
head. 


Clearing my throat, I try to concentrate on the figures in 
front of me, and not Amee’s. 


Get a grip, man. 


“You’ve probably heard that we’re opening another office in 
Chicago, and I’m wondering if you’d like to head up our 
accounts office there? I know you’re young, but you’ve 
certainly proved yourself in the few years you’ve been 
here.” 


She gazes up at me in disbelief, those liquid blue eyes wide 
open and staring straight into mine. That one look sparks 
something in me, makes me forget everything but the short 
distance between us. If I reached across my desk, I could 
kiss those luscious red lips. 


“But I live in Madison?” 


Obviously, I hadn’t thought this through properly. The idea 
only came to me after lunch, and I find myself improvising. 


“Of course, the company would pay to relocate you. I’m 
based in Chicago, as you know.” 


Another good reason for my plan. 


Her eyes flick up towards mine, questioning...as if she can 
read my thoughts, her luscious chest heaving as she takes 
in a deep breath, and for a moment, all I can see are her 
magnificent breasts. 


She smiles, dimples forming in her cheeks, making her look 
a lot younger than her twenty-three years, almost like a 
schoolgirl. This woman really brightens up the whole room, 
and my heart speeds up, waiting for an answer. 


“Well, it would be a big step for me, I’ve never lived outside 
Madison.” 


“Tt’ll mean a significant pay rise, of course, to go with your 
new responsibilities.” 


She just has to say yes. 


“Well, 1...1, don’t know what to say. Do you think I have 
enough experience, I mean I would have thought that Miss 
Simpson-” 


“T don’t want Miss Simpson. I want you.” 


Our eyes lock for a moment, and I almost drown in a sea of 
blue. Her face is pink, and I wonder if she realizes my 
double meaning. I watch as she clasps and unclasps her 
hands, and I’m finding it hard to read her thoughts. 


“Of course, I’ll be there to guide you.” 


This time she holds my gaze, steady and trusting, her ample 
bosom heaving before me, breasts pointing like rockets 
ready to blast me away. I imagine slowly pulling that t-shirt 
away and sucking down on those rock hard nipples, my face 
lost in a mountain of soft flesh. 


I see a moment of hesitation before she licks her lips, and I 
imagine what that tongue could do, trying to ignore my 
cock’s constant straining in my pants. 


“Yes, lIl do it!” 


I hadn’t expected her to say yes, I’d thought of every reason 
why she might refuse me. I push my hands down onto my 
desk, fighting the urge to grab and pull her close to me. 
Amee’s a nice girl, and I need to move slowly. I don’t want 
to scare her away. 


“TIl arrange for us to go over to the new site in the next few 
days, we don’t open for a while, but I could do with your 
opinion on a few things. It'll be an overnighter, so I’ll get 
someone in admin to book you a hotel.” 


It’s a lie, but I want to spend more time alone with this girl, 
and out of the prying eyes of the rest of the office. 


She nods, subconsciously playing with a soft curl that falls 
over the curve of her tits. God, it’s more than a man can 
stand, and it takes all my concentration to remain seated. 


“Well, that will be all Amee. I'll let you know when I’ve 
arranged the visit. We can drive down in my Car.” 


I watch as she uncrosses those hidden, shapely legs and 
stands, tugging her trousers down around her generous 
hips. 


“Thank you, Mr. Sherman. Thanks for the opportunity.” 


She smiles again, before turning and I watch that 
voluptuous ass wiggle towards the door. 


“Hey, Amee.” 
She turns, lips parted. 
“Away from the office, you can call me Brad.” 


The door closes, and I pull down the zipper on my jeans. I 
need some instant relief right now, but I need to make this 
girl mine. All mine. 


CHAPTER TWO 


A i 


I dress carefully, not too conservative, but not too obvious 
either. Brad’s my boss after all, and although I want this to 
mean more than it surely does to him, it wouldn’t be wise to 
be too forward. 


Still, a whole two days with Brad and I want to look my best. 
Not that he’ll even give me a second glance... but, well, I can 
dream. I’ve done nothing else since I was in his office a few 
days ago. Usually, I wear the same things every day for 
work, but I went out and bought a new suit especially for 
this visit. It was a bit of an extravagance, but well, I’ll need 
it in my new position. 


Slipping on my new high heels, I stand in front of the 
mirror. The skirt skims my ample hips and butt, showing off 
my curves to the fullest, and for a moment I wonder if I’ve 
made the right choice. I don’t usually like the attention my 
body gets me, and I’m more prone to hide it away than 
flaunt it, but well, I’ve seen the way Brad stares at me, 
especially my ass and breasts, and I don’t mind putting ona 


display for him. I hardly ever wear a skirt, and suddenly I 
feel a bit awkward, but it’s too late to change now. 


I grab my overnight bag and head to the door, glancing at 
my reflection in the hallway mirror. I look like a deer caught 
in headlights. 


He’s already waiting in the car park, the engine of his 
expensive BMW purring away. I teeter self-consciously 
across the concrete, and he opens the door. When a sudden 
panic grips me. 


What the hell am I doing here... why me? 


I slip into the seat beside him, my heart and stomach 
turning perpetual flip flops as I sink into the soft leather. I 
see that he’s wearing jeans and a t-shirt pulled tight across 
his six-pack, and I suddenly feel selfconscious. 


“Hey, you have legs!” 


His eyes take me in, and subconsciously I move my arms to 
my knees. 


“T feel overdressed.” 


He laughs, “Hey, you look great - now don’t cover them, you 
have fabulous legs. You should get them out more often.” 


His words make me giddy, light-headed, and a fever sweeps 
over me. I swallow hard as his eyes sweep over me, 
lingering over my chest, my body burning under his gaze. 


“Thank you,” I utter, no more than a whisper, feeling the 
sweat prickle at the back of my neck. 


Brad looks away and presses his foot against the 
accelerator as we speed away. He seems even bigger in the 
car, fills the space, and I can feel the heat of his skin. He 


smells expensive, something dark and dangerous as if sex 
appeal is leaking out of his every pore. 


It takes us just over an hour to reach the new office. We 
chat about work mainly, but most of the journey we spend in 
silence. I watch as his strong hands grip the leather 
steering wheel, rock hard biceps clenching and unclenching 
as he steers us safely to our destination. 


There’s something about this man that makes me feel so 
protected. 


The new office is deserted. I expected to see a whole load of 
workmen fitting out the new office, but the place is empty. I 
wait while he unlocks the door and switches off the alarm 
system, and walk into what is to be the main reception area, 
my heels echoing in the hollow space. 


“Oh,” is all I can muster. 

Brad turns to me, his eyebrow raised. 

“What’s the matter?” 

I shrug, suddenly conscious of his body so close to mine. 


“I just thought...well, I expected people to be here, I 
suppose?” 


“I thought you might want to see where you’ll be working, 
get your opinion on a few things?” 


I feel his hand at the small of my back, the heat burning my 
skin as he steers me into the center of the room. I’m almost 
panting at his touch, and I pray to God that he doesn’t 
notice the effect that he’s having on me. 


“I mean, we spend a lot of time at work. You and I will be 
spending a lot of our time here, together, and I thought it 
only fair you had some Say in the decoration of the place.” 


He looks down at me, his towering frame standing over me 
like a giant as he brings his face closer to mine, and I swear 
I almost stop breathing. 


“That’s kind of you,” I manage between gulps of air, it’s 
suddenly so claustrophobic in here. 


“I have to look after my favorite employee. Now, come 
through into the office, I have some color palettes to show 
you for the walls and blinds.” 


I wonder if I’ve heard him right. Is Brad coming onto me? I 
shake my head and laugh. 


“What’s so funny?” his dark eyes seem suddenly bright as 
he presses me toward the suite of offices at the back of the 
building. “Now, this is where you'll be working.” 


We stand in the doorway, and his arm moves around my 
shoulder as he guides me through the door. 


“Well, what do you think?” For a moment, all I can think 
about is his strong arm, pulling me close to him, and the 
wetness of my pussy aching for him. 


Eventually, I find my voice, hardly able to stop the tremor in 
my words. “It’s great, Brad, just perfect.” 


Brad 





It’s hard to concentrate on anything but the feel of Amee’s 
body close to mine. It was a bad move to put my arm 
around her, and now that it’s there, I don’t want to move 
it...I can’t move it. 


I’m fighting every emotion this girl is sending me, it’s 
insane, and my cock is stiff and throbbing uncomfortably in 
my jeans. I feel her tense under my arm, and watch her lick 


her lips in nervous anticipation. From my position, I can see 
straight down the deep cleft of her fantastic breasts, and I 
watch fascinated by the fall and rise of her every breath, 
the ripples in her flesh as her heart beats quickly. Her 
blonde hair shines out in the darkness of the room, I 
purposely left the lights off. 


Amee tilts her head to look up at me, and I have to use all 
my will power not to plunge my lips straight onto hers, 
plundering her mouth with mine. But it’s her move, and I 
won't overstep the line. If I push too hard, there’s a chance 
she might run away. Our eyes lock, and I see her desire for 
me, burning bright in those deep blue pits. I lean in closer, 
just about to make a move, but as I do, she wriggles free of 


my grasp. 


I can’t help the loud groan that escapes me as Amee teeters 
over to the other side of the room, her long fair hair 
swishing behind her, that fabulous ass sashaying as she 
walks as far away as she can get from me. Maybe I’m 
hitting on her a little too hard? 


“T think pink would look good in here.” 
I blink, my head still concentrated on my cock. 
“You’re kidding?” 


For a moment, she just stares at me, eyes big and round, 
full of innocence before they start to crinkle at the corners, 
and her laughter fills the room like a spring morning. I feel 
my shoulders relax. 


“Of course, I’m joking,” she says. I see the white of her 
teeth as she laughs again, red lips parted. I shake my head 
and stand with hands on my hips. I love a woman with a 
sense of humor. 


“Now Miss Jones, I’m your boss, and I can’t have sassy 
employees. What am I going to do with you?” 


For a moment, we stand in silence, her eyes bright and bold 
and lingering on mine, almost challenging. Can she read my 
thoughts, does she want me as much as I want her? If it 
wasn’t for the space between us, I swear I’d reach out and 
grab her by that soft, blonde hair, pull her roughly against 
me and show her that she’s mine. 


Instead, I smile. 
“C'mon, lIl take you for a coffee.” 


Her eyes blink and soften, and for a moment, she sucks at 
her bottom lip. 


“Ok, Boss.” 


She walks back over to the door, those curvaceous hips 
swaying towards me, but I resist the temptation to touch 
her, the testosterone is still fueling my cock, and I don’t 
trust myself. 


I walk beside her at a safe distance until I notice a couple of 
young guys gaping at Amee’s sumptuous curves as they 
pass. Instinctively, I shift closer, and my hand moves to the 
small of her back with the lightest of touches, she’s mine, no 
touching, no looking, and I want everyone to know that. It’s 
ridiculous, but for every guy that looks her way, I feel a 
jealous rage rise inside me. The sooner I make her mine, 
the better. 


This area is my neck of the woods. I live about fifteen 
minutes away and know all the best places to eat out. I lead 
Amee two blocks away to a run-down looking café, and I see 
her nose wrinkle. 


“Don’t worry, this place may not look like much but they 
serve the best damn coffee in the whole of the United 
States.” 


I’m a regular here when I’m back home, and the owner, 
Alfredo, greets me with a hug. He’s about fourth generation 
Italian, and I’ve known him for years. While he grabs our 
coffee, we sit at a little table at the back, all the while Amee 
watches me. 


“What’s wrong, you don’t like the place?” 


Amee leans on the table, her beautiful face cupped in her 
hands. I try not to stare as her shapely breasts squash 
together, luscious twin orbs that I can’t wait to bury my face 
in. 


“Its great, I just didn’t imagine that a guy like you would 
come to a place like this?” 


I lean my head toward her. “What do you mean?” 


“Well, you’re a rich businessman, I imagined you eating out 
in some swanky joint.” 


“Would you prefer that?” 


She laughs, “God, no. I would feel out of place. It’s cozy 
here.” 


I feel her soft, warm breath on my face as she speaks. 


“You’re beautiful, Amee, you know that? You’d light up any 
place wherever you went.” 


The color rises in her cheeks, but her eyes remain fixed on 
mine. 


“Two cappuccinos, Brad.” 


I love Alfredo, he’s like a brother to me, but he has terrible 
timing. I sit back as he puts our coffee on the table. Usually, 
he stops for a chat, but he quickly susses out the situation 
and leaves us in peace. 


“T wasn’t always a successful businessman, you know. This is 
my part of town, I grew up here.” 


Amee raises an eyebrow. 

“T wouldn’t have guessed, you seem so...” 
Now it’s my turn to raise an eyebrow. 
“So what?” 


She lowers her gaze for a moment, and I watch her long 
eyelashes flutter for a second before returning my gaze. 


“Well, it’s just that you seem so educated, so sophisticated.” 


Alfredo pops his head around the counter as my laughter 
bounces off the tiny café’s walls. 


“I was brought up about five minutes from here with my 
mom in a one bedroom apartment. I was lucky even to have 
an education.” 


Those big, blue eyes look serious for a moment. 
“Sorry, I guess I...” 


“Hey, there’s no need to be sorry. Life wasn’t so bad, and to 
be honest, it made me what I am today. If I hadn’t had to 
struggle as a kid, maybe I wouldn’t have pushed so hard to 
be a success. Life can be funny like that.” 


Her mouth slightly parts as she listens, moistening those 
luscious lips with a nervous flick of her tongue, until I 
almost forget what I’m talking about. That’s what this girl 
does to me, makes me lose all my senses. 


“Is that what made you decide to build an office here?” 


“T guess so. This place needs some regeneration. I want to 
create opportunities for people like me. It will also mean 
that places like this will stay viable.” 


Those big blue eyes widen, staring deep into mine. 
“Wow, that’s amazing.” 


“Hey, it’s not just altruism that drives me. I also that I live 
about fifteen minutes away, and it will make the daily 
commute much more acceptable.” 


“You live here. I didn’t know?” 
I take a deep breath, now’s my chance. 


“Yeah, it’s only a few blocks from here. Do you want to come 
back, your hotel is just across the way from my apartment?” 


The invitation hangs unanswered in the space between us, 
and I watch her expression change from confusion to fear 
to something else I don’t quite understand. Finally, she finds 
her voice, now almost a whisper. 


“Yes, ld like that... Brad. I’d like that a lot.” 


CHAPTER TAREE 


A i 


I can’t believe that Brad has invited me back to his place, 
let alone agreeing to it. All morning I’ve had the sense that 
he’s coming on to me, the way he looks at me, the things he 
says, but I’m sure it’s all in my head. Let’s face it I’m 
nobody, just a girl that works in accounts. Still, I’m 
interested to see where he lives. We drive in silence the few 
minutes to his place, an expensive apartment block in a 
more select part of town. He points out my hotel as we pass, 
so conveniently close to his place that I wonder what the 
admin girl must have thought when he asked her to book it? 


My stomach is doing somersaults, and I’m almost shaking 
with nervous energy at the thought of being alone with 
Brad, especially in his apartment. 


In no time, we’re there. The place oozes style as a 
uniformed guard opens the electronic doors for us. 


“Morning, Mr. Sherman, sir. It’s a beautiful day.” 


The guy walks us over to the elevator and presses the 
button for the top floor, the penthouse. Brad holds the 
elevator doors open for me like a gentleman, and I step 
inside and stand at the back as he follows me inside. He fills 
the tiny space, and I feel his heat, noticing a small trickle of 
sweat beading on his brow. I’m panicking now, worried at 
the thought of what might happen. His scent is all around 
me, masculine, musky, as though sex is oozing out of his 
every pore. I’ve never been in such a state of arousal. My 
pussy aches for him, my panties wet through at the thought 
of this gorgeous man at my side. If I move an inch, I'll be 
touching him, and the thought sends a thrill that cuts right 
through me. 


Take a deep breath, Amee, he’s your boss. 


I have to remember that. What if I’m mistaken and make 
the first move? I could never live it down. 


After what feels like forever, the elevator finally stops, and 
we step out. There’s only one apartment up here, and I wait 
until Brad opens the door. 


“Welcome to my humble abode.” He steps aside and ushers 
me in, and it’s anything but humble. It must be twice as 
large as my parent's house, and the place has a stunning 
view of the city. Beyond the window is a wide balcony, and 
Brad steps forward and slides back the patio doors. 


“Come see.” 


As I pass, I feel his eyes on me, something’s changed in his 
demeanor, it almost feels predatory, and although it scares 
the hell out of me, I like it. 


My heart almost palpitating as I step outside, the fresh air 
cooling the heat inside me for a moment. The balcony is as 
big as my dining room back home and has a great view of 


the river. As I lean over the glass balustrade, I feel his 
presence behind me, and a shiver causes my body to 
shudder. 


“Cold?” he asks. His voice is a deep, dark, rasp, cutting 
through the air around me. 


I feel him move closer, his heat on my back. I don’t turn 
around but look straight out over the river. I somehow know 
that once I look at him, there will be no going back, and I 
want to hold onto this feeling for just a little bit longer. 


His hand touches my shoulder, barely pressing into me, but 
it feels like hot coals, his fingertips softly brushing against 
the hair at the nape of my neck. 


“It’s a fantastic view.” I hardly recognize my voice, lusty and 
low. 


“It sure is,” he replies as his hand runs softly down my 
spine, and somehow I know he’s not talking about the 
Chicago skyline. 


“You know why I’ve brought you here, don’t you, Amee?” 
I hardly know how to respond. 

“For lunch?” 

He spins me round to face him in one sudden move. 


“I want you, Amee. I’ve thought about nothing else since 
the first time I laid eyes on you.” Brad grunts a low guttural 
sound as he cups my face in his hands. I shiver again, my 
body stiff and taut at his touch. 


“You’re the sexiest woman I’ve ever seen. Sexy, smart, 
funny, and beautiful, you drive me wild. I want you so bad, 
do you know that?” 


I just continue to stare into his dark eyes, now almost black. 
Two bottomless pits full of danger. 


“I need you to be mine and I don’t just mean now, I mean 
forever. You’re the woman of my dreams. I’ve waited all my 
life for you, and I need to know you feel the same. Tell me 
that you want me, Amee. Tell me what you want.” 


There’s a knot in my stomach and a lump in my throat. I 
almost have to pinch myself to let myself know this isn’t a 
dream, but Brad is standing in front of me. 100% male flesh 
and blood, and this gorgeous hunk of man is saying that he 
wants me. 


“T... I want you... Brad.” I manage between breaths. 


His strong arms encircle my waist and pull me in close. Now 
I know what a drowning man feels like, and I barely have 
time to come up for air before his lips crash into mine, his 
tongue roughly pushing inside my mouth, hungry and 
devouring every inch. 


If it wasn’t for his strong arms holding me up, I’m sure I 
would collapse. I’ve never been kissed with so much 
passion. I feel his need, and it scares me. 


“Are you sure you want me, Amee? Do you want me to take 
you and make you truly mine? There’s no going back once 
that happens. I want you to belong to me, and I mean 
forever. Say it. Say that you want me as much as I want 


n 


you. 


His lips find my neck, nibbling and sucking until I’m so wet, 
I’m dripping. My pussy aches, and I feel my muscles clench 
at his touch. I hardly know this man, but I’ve never wanted 
anyone so much in my life. 


He pushes me against the wall, and I feel his hard cock 
digging into my belly. 


“Yes, I want you, Brad.” I manage to pant, as a wave of pure 
pleasure engulfs me, and I know he’s right...there’s 
definitely no going back. 


Brad 





I’ve waited all my life for this, and she’s everything I’ve ever 
wanted. Every cell in my body screams out as I push her 
against the wall, driving my cock into her soft belly. I could 
take her right here on the balcony, pull up that little skirt 
and thrust into her right here up against the wall. She 
opens her mouth, soft, moist red lips puckered up towards 
me, and I dive in, tasting her warm sweet breath. I lick her 
lips, sweet and salty at the same time. I want to devour 
every inch of her. 


I pull her closer, those magnificent breasts so tight against 
me that I can feel those rock hard nipples digging into my 
chest. I need to see these breasts exposed, suck on them, 
squeeze them, bury my face into their depths. I’ve had 
these fantasies for so long that I almost explode as I move 
my hand under her shirt and start to caress the soft flesh 
beneath her bra. 


“You’re my fucking dream woman, Amee, and I need to see 
you...all of you, exposed for my eyes only. Now.” 


Her nipples respond at my touch, the blood rushing to the 
already engorged peaks, and she lets out a loud groan that 
drives me to such a frenzy that I almost shoot my hot, sticky 
load into my pants. 


I can’t wait any longer, her eyes spring open as I start to 
unbutton her shirt. 


“Someone might see us!” 


“Up here, no way. No one in the city has a floor higher than 
mine.” Her eyes stare into mine with complete trust as I 
pop open the buttons one by one to reveal those enormous 
breasts stuffed into a tiny lace bra. 


“You’re absolutely amazing, you know that?” 


I pull off her shirt, her exposed skin puckering in the fresh 
air. Her bra is off in seconds, and all I can do is stand and 
stare for a moment. 


“God, you’re perfect.” 


Her face glows under my gaze as I take her in, her breasts 
look even bigger released from their confines, magnificent 
great globes. I feel the beast rise inside me, a deep primal 
urge to take this woman and make her mine. 


Both my hands grab at her breasts, the flesh overspilling 
my large hands as I sink my fingers deep into their softness. 


“So fucking perfect,” I growl, nuzzling her neck with my lips 
and licking down to the hot, pulsating hollow at the base of 
her throat. 


Her body tenses before relaxing in my arms as my tongue 
licks down into the salty valley between her breasts. 
Pushing her back against the wall, I take one of her swollen 
pink nubs between my teeth. She’s a living work of art, a 
perfect Peter Paul Reubens model, much better than those 
skinny Victoria’s Secret girls with no spare flesh to hang 
onto. Give me a shapely woman any day, something to grab 
hold of, real and solid. 


But not just any shapely woman on any day...only her, and 
every second of every day for the rest of our lives...together. 


I feel a stray blonde curl brush against my face, so delicate 
like butterfly wings that a mixture of pure lust and 


protectiveness overwhelms me. 
“Let’s go inside.” 


Taking her hand, I pull her through the sliding door and 
into the center of the room. 


“I want you to strip for me. I want you to be mine. My 
woman.” 


For a moment, she just stands there, unsure of herself, and 
I wonder if I’ve overstepped the mark. 


“Amee, I want you to take off that skirt until you’re standing 
in just your panties.” 


She hesitates for a second before she reaches behind to 
undo the zipper, pulling the material over her ample hips. 
My cock goes crazy as she stands there in just her heels 
and panties that barely cover her rotund cheeks. 


“Turn around, slowly. I want to see all of you.” 


She looks at me, eyes glowing. She’s enjoying being told 
what to do, and I can see that she’s going to live up to every 
fantasy I’ve ever had of the elusive perfect woman. Elusive 
no more. 


Her ass is like a beautiful, ripe peach, round, and just 
crying out to be spanked. At some point, she’ll feel my hard 
cock up that sweet ass of hers, but that’s for later. I stand, 
just admiring the view for a few more seconds before taking 
her into my arms. 


“You’re like a goddess, a voluptuous, fucking beautiful 
goddess, and you're all mine, or you soon will be.” 


My mouth meets hers, tongues moving in harmony, but 
there’s something else on my mind. Planting little kisses 
down her neck, I trail my tongue down those lush breasts, 


stopping momentarily to suckle on a nipple before moving 
down her soft belly to those sweet, silky panties. 


“Open your legs.” 


She does as she’s told, and I see the crotch of her panties is 
soaked, wet with desire for me. 


“You’re a naughty girl, Amee. Do you know what happens to 
naughty girls?” My voice comes out in a sort of excited rasp, 
and her eyes close as I move my face down to her panties, 
feel their silky softness against my cheek. I can smell her 
sweet pussy, that distinctive musky smell, a heady perfume 
that makes my extended cock throb with growing urgency. 


“You smell so fucking good that I could eat you... and that’s 
exactly what I’m going to do.” 


I want to rip those panties straight off her, but instead, I 
control my breathing and slowly slide the lace over those 
fantastic hips and thighs, letting them drop loosely around 
her ankles, bringing my nose up close to the soft, fair fuzz 
of her sex. 


“Now, I’m going to taste that sweet little pussy of yours.” 


I slide a finger into her wet slit, and she inhales sharply. My 
guess is that no man has ever touched her before, perhaps 
only those delicate little fingers have pleasured herself at 
night. Her eyes fix on mine as I take my finger, covered in 
her juices and lick it slowly. 


“You taste exquisite. This is such a sweet little pussy.” I coat 
my finger again, pushing it further inside against her hot, 
wet tunnel before pulling it out to taste again. 


Amee squirms as I force my finger further into her wet 
recess, a deep, throaty groan escaping her lips as she 
instinctively shoves her hips forward, grinding against me 


until I have a face full of delicious pussy, buried nose deep 
into that sweet little cunt. 


“That’s it, baby. Fuck my face. Let me feel that pussy.” 


I lick her, slowly at first, matching the rhythm of my tongue 
to the movement of her hips. I find her clit, that hard little 
nub of pleasure, and flick my tongue gently over it...lapping 
with the lightest of touches until Amee arches her back 
pushing herself harder into me, demanding more. I move 
my hands around her back to encircle that beautiful ass, 
one hand kneading each cheek, spanking and feeling the 
flesh ripple beneath my fingers. Oh, the fun I’m going to 
have with this ass. 


I pull away for a second, leaving her shifting in some kind of 
suspended agony, somewhere between pleasure and pain 
like an x-rated marionette. Her long lashes blink open, and 
a flash of blue stares down at me, almost pleading. 


“Do you want more?” 


She nods, her head thrown back in expectation, waiting for 
the feel of my tongue. 


“Say please, baby.” 
“Please?” 


The word comes out as almost a whisper. I’m enjoying the 
control, but I can see that she’s almost at the edge of no 
return, and press my lips to her sweet pussy lips once more, 
finding her clit and sucking hard. 


“Shit!” Amee almost screams out the word, grabbing my 
hair and nearly scalping me as an orgasm rips through her 
body. Her hips thrust wildly against me, riding out her 
pleasure as her body tenses before relaxing above me. 


The sound of a muffled cell phone breaks the silence, and it 
takes me a moment to realize it’s mine. I want to ignore it, 
let it ring, but somehow the moment’s gone, and Amee 
shifts uncomfortably as her senses start to recover. 


“You'd better get that... it might be important?” She talks 
without looking at me, and I know something is wrong, her 
mood’s already changed, and before I can protest, she’s 
pulling up her panties and searching for her bra. 


I’m confused, and unlike me, lost for words. Did I do 
something wrong? I answer the phone, just to stop the 
damn thing from ringing. Of course, it’s work, and it’s 
urgent. 


I asked my secretary only to bother me in an emergency. I 
head to my home office to check on something, and as I end 
the call, I hear the door to my apartment bang shut. 
Rushing back through to the living area, my eyes scan the 
empty room for any trace of Amee, but she’s gone. Only her 
light perfume remains, filling the space with the only proof 
that she was here, that and the taste of her on my lips. 


Damn it. What did I do? 


I head out into the hallway just as the elevator doors start 
to close. I call out her name, but it’s too late. 


She’s gone. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


A i 


I can’t get out of Brad’s place fast enough. I run as fast as 
my high heels will allow toward the elevator and press the 
button just hoping that he won’t follow. Luckily the doors 
open straight away, and as I step inside, I hear him shout 
my name...just as the doors close. 


I’m breathing hard, and I feel anxious, and I’m not sure 
why. 

Yes, admit it, Amee girl...vou’re scared. 

I try and pull myself together as the elevator doors open 


onto the ground floor lobby, before I walk as calmly as I can 
past the security guy. 


Can he guess what I’ve been doing? 


I cross the street and imagine Brad staring down at me 
from his ivory tower. I don’t look up, but march straight into 
my hotel and check-in, glad to have my bag with me. It’s not 


until I’m in the room with the door firmly locked behind me 
that I sit down on the bed and start to cry. 


What on earth must Brad think of me walking out like that, 
with no explanation, no nothing. 


Everything was so perfect. I've never felt more alive in my 
whole life, like a real woman for a change. But suddenly I 
panicked, if I’d stayed I knew what would have happened. I 
could see it in Brad’s eyes, and it scared me. I mean, how 
could I tell a man like Brad that I’m a twenty-three year old 
virgin? 


And now I'll probably end up being a twenty-four year old 
virgin. I might even die an old maid. 


One perfect thing happens in my life, and I mess it up. Big 
time. 


The hotel room looks expensive, there’s even a mini bar in 
the corner. I open it and scan the contents. It will probably 
cost the earth, but I need a stiff drink right now. 


I pour the contents of two miniature bottles of vodka into a 
glass and take a sip, it’s not something I usually do, but it 
does the trick, and I feel the heat sting the back of my 
throat. 


Everything happened so fast, like something out of a movie. 
I shouldn’t have gone back to his place in the first place. I 
mean, a guy only asks a girl back for one thing right? But it 
wasn’t like that. Brad’s not like that. There was something 
about the look in his eye, his words when he said he wanted 
me to belong to him. Was that just his lust talking or did he 
really mean it? Why did he bring me here in the first place? 
It wasn’t anything to do with the new offices - we were only 
there for five minutes. He obviously had ulterior motives. 


My pussy throbs. I can still feel his lips licking me, taking 
me to places I’ve never been before. Is he seriously into me, 
or am I just being naive? Why on earth would someone like 
Brad want someone like me? I mean, I’ve never even had a 
boyfriend, not even college. 


I’ve always been shy of my figure, but Brad seems to 
appreciate me, curves and all. He looks at me like no other 
man ever has. I lost it back there, all my confidence seemed 
to disappear as my orgasm crashed around me, and when I 
came up for air- I was suddenly afraid - afraid of going in 
too deep, afraid of rejection? Hell, I don’t know. Maybe I’m 
a freak and just scared of sex? 


Let’s face it, I've just ruined the chance of a lifetime. 


I pull my cell phone out of my bag to call my mom, my friend 
Sally, anyone. When I switch it on, I have five missed calls, 
all from Brad. I’m quietly glad in a way, I don’t feel up to 
explaining myself to him. I’ll leave that until the morning. 


Crap...what am I going to do? How on earth am I going to 
face him tomorrow? 


I have the sudden need for a hot bath, and swallowing the 
rest of my drink in one gulp I pull out a couple of the small 
bottles of white wine and head into the bathroom. I might 
as well get shit-faced because tomorrow I probably won’t 
even have a job. 


As I start to run the hot water, I hear my phone ping in the 
bedroom. It's a text from Brad. 


“Are you Okay?” 
I hesitate - wondering whether or not to answer. Am I okay? 


Before I can answer - another text lights up my screen 


“Sorry if I upset you...can I take you out for dinner tonight 
to make amends?” 


I turn off the bath taps, undress, and step into the hot water 
before I answer. Am I ready for this? 


The alcohol is already pulsing in my veins, and a sudden 
wave of boldness rushes to my head. It’s now or never - I 
can’t throw away the chance of a lifetime. 


I can do this. I can do this. 


Brad 





Thank god, Amee agreed to meet me for dinner. My brain 
has been in a constant whirl since she walked out, and I was 
so afraid that I’d lost her. After tasting her and seeing that 
fantastic body of hers, it would have been torture to think 
that I’d thrown it all away. I still don’t know what I did 
wrong. I must have pushed her too hard ordering her 
around, some women don’t like that. Surely she knows it 
was only bedroom talk? Maybe she doesn’t think I meant 
what I said, after all I am her boss. She might just think I’m 
using my position of power to abuse our relationship. Shit, 
I’m such an idiot at times. I’m not used to having a woman 
around me. What if I’ve fucked up my chance with the only 
woman in the world for me? I pour a large glass of scotch 
and down it in one gulp. I’m tempted to pour another, but I 
have to keep my head. I have to show Amee that I really 
mean what I say. 


What do I mean? 


I’ve always thought that I’d remain a bachelor all my life, 
work has always been enough for me, but she’s changed all 
that. Overnight, I’m a changed man, and I want nothing 


more in life than to settle down with the one, with the 
woman I love. 


There, I’ve finally admitted it to myself - I love this woman. 
I’m crazy about her, I want her to have my babies. I need to 
make her mine. 


I arrange to pick her up in the hotel lobby at seven. I arrive 
early and order a drink at the bar while I wait. The place is 
full for a Thursday evening, a gaggle of women sit laughing 
at one end of the bar, and a couple of them turn toward me 
and smile, giving me the eye, but I’m not interested. There’s 
only room for one woman in my heart. 


My eyes fix on the elevator, watching the people come and 
go until finally, she steps out. My heart lifts as she walks 
towards me, wearing a simple but elegant dress that fits 
her perfectly. I stand as she approaches, realizing she’s 
much shorter without her high heels, and I want to reach 
out and pull her into me, protect her. Instead, I keep my 
hands by my side and try to act cool. 


“Hey, you look great.” 


She smiles shyly, almost apologetically as she looks at the 
floor, the bar, anywhere but me. 


“Look, Brad... about earlier. I need to explain something. I 
need to apologize.” 


“Hey, there’s nothing to explain. I should be the one to 
apologize.” 


Amee finally looks up at me, her brow furrowed. 


“Pm not sure what I did to make you run away from me like 
that, but I want you to know that I would never do anything 
to hurt you... I hope you know that?” 


At last, she smiles as our eyes lock, and I feel my body relax. 


“C’mon, I’ve booked us a table for dinner next door.” 


I take her hand, and she doesn’t seem to object as I lead 
her out of the hotel and to the sea food restaurant next 
door. It’s exclusive, expensive, and I want to show Amee 
how much she means to me. 


The waiter leads us through to the private dining room 
overlooking the river. It’s worth every penny just to see the 
look in her eyes. I asked for the whole place to be filled with 
candles and flowers. I wanted it to be just perfect for Amee. 


She squeezes my hand as she takes everything in. 


“This place is amazing, Brad. It must have cost you a small 
fortune to do all this?” 


She spins around, the candlelight catching in her hair, and 
my heart melts. I’ve never thought of myself as being 
romantic, but Amee has changed all that. 


“You’re worth every penny a billion times over.” 


The confusion returns to her eyes, her mouth opening and 
closing as she chooses her words. All I can think about are 
her soft, red lips and kissing her again. 


“Brad, I’m so sorry that I ran out on you. I guess I was 
scared. I know that sounds stupid, but...” 


As her baby blue eyes flash up at me, I know there’s only 
one thing I can do. Reaching out, I pull her toward me. 


“Amee, I’m sorry I rushed things. I’m such a jerk. I never 
want you to feel afraid of me. I want you to feel protected... 
I’m falling in love with you.” 


Before she can answer, I bend down and kiss her gently on 
the mouth, my lips slowly caressing hers. As we come up for 
air, her eyes search mine. 


“But-” I silence her with another kiss. 


“T fell in love with you the moment I saw you, Amee Jones. I 
hope you can forgive me for fast forwarding this 
relationship and rushing you. It’s just that now that I have 
you I feel complete, and I want to make up for lost time...the 
years I’ve already lived with you. Years that I know now, 
mean nothing, because you weren’t there to share them 
with me.” 


At last, she smiles, her eyes shining into mine. 


“Oh, Brad. I feel the same way... I just didn’t think that 
anyone like you could love someone like me.” 


I laugh, pulling her ample body into mine. 


“But you're my perfect woman, Amee, you’re so sexy. I love 
every inch of you, I worship at your feet.” 


A giggle escapes her as she sinks her head into my chest. 


“I’ve been so stupid. I ran away this afternoon because I 
was afraid, afraid of being used you see. I’ve never been 
with a man before, I never even had a boyfriend.” 


Her words bring out the protector in me, and I pull her in 
closer to me. Now it all makes sense. I’d never even thought 
of her being a virgin, my innocent little Amee. It only makes 
me love her more. 


“Well, you’re mine now, and I swear that IIl never hurt you, 
never leave you. Now, let’s eat, and Il think of how I can 
rectify that other little matter.” 


Amee 


The meal passes in a whirl. It’s the best food I’ve ever 
eaten, the most perfect night of my entire life. I’m usually 
quiet, usually the one that listens, but I find myself opening 
up to Brad, telling him all my hopes and dreams. 


“So, you always wanted to be an accountant?” he asks. 
I laugh, that makes me sound so boring. 


“At the risk of losing my job, no. I always saw myself as 
living on a small farm, having a few chickens and maybe a 
few goats, living off the land...that sort of thing. I suppose it 
comes from living in a city all my life, it’s just a silly childish 
dream, I suppose.” 


His hand covers mine for a second, making mine look like a 
child's. 


“Hey, it’s not stupid, we all have dreams. Never say never, 
it’s my tag line.” 


Brad orders an expensive bottle of champagne, but I’m 
already drunk on love. We talk about our lives to date, and 
by the time we’ve eaten dessert, I feel like I’ve known him 
all my life. 


When the waiter finally walks over and asks if we would like 
coffee, Brad looks at me with a glint in his eye. 


“T thought we might have coffee at my place?” 

I don’t need to think twice about it and nod my reply. 
“Are you sure, no pressure?” 

I smile. “I’ve never been so sure of anything in my life.” 


He gets the bill, and we walk across the way to his 
apartment. This time I feel confident, the champagne has 
made me fearless and this time, I know Brad loves me. 


He’s been the perfect gentleman all evening, and even 
when we step through his door, he makes straight for the 
kitchen and starts filling up the coffee machine. I know 
what he’s doing, taking things slowly for my sake but I don’t 
want him to be the perfect gentleman. Right now, I want 
him to rip my clothes off and make passionate love to me. I 
stand in the doorway of the kitchen and watch as he pours 
coffee beans into the grinder. 


“T thought you were only joking about the coffee. I thought 
it was just an excuse to get me here?” 


I lean across the doorway and try to look as sexy as I can, 
playing with my hair. The coffee beans spill from the packet 
and clatter across the tiled floor as Brad looks at me open 
mouthed. 


“Are you coming onto me?” 
I laugh, rather coquettishly. “I might be.” 


I’ve never seen a man move so quickly, and before I have 
time to blink, Brad’s mouth is pressing against mine, 
parting my lips before I can even say ‘espresso.’ I know that 
his cock has been rock hard all evening, even though he’s 
tried to hide it, but for something that big, there’s nowhere 
to hide. 


For a moment, his kiss is gentle then the old Brad starts to 
return, his tongue exploring my mouth with passionate 
intensity. 


“Ts this what you want, Amee? Is this really what you want?” 
He growls in my ear. 


I nod, “Yes, more than anything in my life. I want you, Brad, 
and I want you now.” 


Brad is not a man that needs to be told twice, and as soon 
as the words leave my lips, his hands are gripping the hem 
of my dress, peeling it upward over my curves. 


All my previous shyness has left my body and mind, and 
feeling secure in his love, I want to give him everything I 
have. 


He pulls the dress over my head in one swift move, pulling 
me to him, locking me in those strong, muscular arms of his. 
His big hands roam my body, my hips and ass, up around my 
back to unclip my bra, unleashing my breasts into his 
hands. He squeezes my flesh, pinching my nipples until I’m 
squirming with both pleasure and pain. 


“Do you like that, baby?” 


I throw my head back and let out a groan in response. I’ve 
never felt so free, so alive. His mouth clamps down on one 
of my nipples, licking and sucking like he’s determined to 
suck my entire bosom in his mouth, continuing until my 
nipple is red and swollen, before moving on to the next. 


I’m so wet. I’m dripping, ready for him, thinking of that 
thick cock waiting for me. For a moment he stands, just 
looking at me, the beast well and truly awake in his eyes. 
He starts to unbutton his shirt, removing it to reveal a 
perfectly honed physique, every muscle perfectly outlined. 
He unzips his fly and kicks off his pants, and I gasp at the 
sight of his taut, muscle-bound thighs, and his thick cock 
standing to attention above the band of his boxer shorts. 


“This is for you, all for you, Amee.” He slides his shorts 
down and strokes his erection, and I notice a drop of 
precome glistening at the tip. 


“Are you ready for this?” 


I nod as he scoops me up and carries me from the kitchen, 
across the lounge, and into his office. 


“T’ve fantasized too long about this, for it not to come true.” 
He puts me down, bringing his face next to mine. 


“Pm going to give you what you need, Amee...every last 
inch. It’s time to fuck that little virgin pussy of yours, and 
then you’ll belong to me forever, understand? After you’ve 
felt my cock inside you, you'll never want for another man, 
you'll belong to me and only to me. I’m going to claim not 
only your innocence, but every last part of you. Do you 
understand?” His voice is almost a snarl. 


My body is in a frenzy of desire, if I get any wetter I’ll melt. 
“T’m all yours, Brad.” I whisper. 


It’s all he needs to hear, and as he handles his thick cock, he 
barks out his orders. “Bend over the desk baby, and get that 
ass high in the air.” 


I do as I’m told, secretly thrilled that he has the same 
fantasy as me. I’ve been in this position so many times with 
Brad in my dreams. 


I feel him behind me, his hands caressing my ass, pulling 
my panties down until they fall to my ankles. 


“You have a fantastic ass.” 


I wiggle my ass as I feel his hand come down hard across 
my cheeks. 


“Ow, that hurts,” I cry out in mock protest, but it’s such a 
turn on. 


“You’ve been such a naughty little minx that I have to teach 
you a lesson.” 


His hand comes down again and again as I imagine the red 
finger marks across my ass. Then I feel something else slap 
against my skin, his thick, hot cock pressing up against my 
ass. 


“Are you ready for my cock, baby? Are you ready for me to 
claim that tight little pussy of yours?” 


He wraps his hand around my hair, pulling my head back 
towards him. 


“Tell me what you want, baby. I want you to beg for my 
thick, hot rod.” 


All I’m aware of is the throbbing ache for him, deep inside 
my pussy. 


“T want you, Brad. I want to feel your thick, hot rod deep 
inside me.” 


“Are you sure you want me to split open that tight little 
pussy of yours? Once I start, I won’t stop until I’ve taken 
you good and hard.” 


His dirty words are such a turn on and make me want him 
even more. I want him to take me so bad. 


“Please, Brad, please fuck me!” 


I hear his deep groan behind me as his fingers find my 
soaking wet pussy and push roughly inside me. 


“You’re so hot for it, you little minx.” 


I feel his fingers leave me to be replaced by the tip of his 
cock pressing against me, nudging against my slippery 
entrance. A sudden wave of panic washes over me as I think 
of that long, thick cock stretching my virgin little pussy. But 
I’m so horny, once he takes me, I know that I'll be truly his. 


With his hands, he pushes my legs further apart as I feel the 
tip of his cock nudge inside me. My flesh instinctively 
clamps tightly around him, and I wonder how on earth that 
massive piece of meat is going to fit inside me. I close my 
eyes as he pushes his hips slowly against my ass, inching 
that thick cock inside me. 


God, it feels so good, I screw my eyes shut tight as a dull 
ache shoots right through me. 


a Fuck! n 


“Just relax, baby. I promise I’ll go real slow. That opening of 
yours is so damn tight, so fucking perfect.” he groans. 


A deep moan escapes my lips as he pushes deeper, causing 
my toes to curl. With one last push, his cock is buried deep 
inside of me, and he pauses for a moment. All I can feel is 
his cock throbbing away against the bruised walls of my 
pussy, and instinctively, I move my hips against him, wanting 
more. 


“Don’t move, baby, or you’ll make me come. I want this to 
last a little longer. I want to see you satisfied first.” 


His fingers find my clit and start to rub. The feel of his thick 
cock inside me combined with the sharp pleasure-pain from 
my clit brings me to the point of no return and pushes me 
over the edge. Stars burst in front of my eyes as a bolt of 
lightning shoots through my entire body. 


“Damn it!” Before I realize it, I’m howling at the top of my 
voice as Brad gets to work behind me, fucking my tight little 
pussy with wild abandon. He shows no mercy, as his balls 
slap hard against my ass cheeks, his thick cock ramming 
into me. 


“Holy Shit!” I feel the whole of Brad’s body stiffen behind 
me as he grabs my ass and gives one almighty thrust, 


shooting his hot, sticky load deep inside me. His seed fills 
me, and I feel it wet and warm as it trickles down my thighs 
as he slumps against me exhausted. 


“Sweet Jesus that was amazing,” his gravelly voice whispers 
in my ear as his fingers run down my sweat soaked back. 


“Now you’re mine, truly mine. You’d better get used to 
this.” 


I laugh as he spins me around and takes me into his arms, 
gentle and loving now the heat of his passion is over. 


“I suppose Ill just have to grit my teeth and bear it?” 
Brad spanks me gently on the ass. 


“You'd better baby, there’s so much more that I want to give 
you. Here’s to the rest of our lives together.” 


His lips find mine, and he kisses me gently, yet deeply. Brad 
is my soulmate, my best friend, my lover - and of course, my 
boss, all rolled into one. Life couldn’t be better. 


EPILOGUE 


5 YEARS LATER 


Life has never been sweeter. I can hardly believe that five 
years ago, I was a confirmed bachelor, and all I had on my 
mind was business. Now I’m a married man with kids, a boy 
and a girl, and I have the best wife and mother to my kids in 
the whole damn world. I couldn’t be happier. Amee and I 
got married six months to the day after that first night in 
Chicago, and we’ve never spent a night apart. 


Little Brad junior came along just six months after we were 
married, we spent so much time with our bodies joined as 
one that it was inevitable. 


Crazy to think that it’s already coming up on little 
Charlotte’s second birthday. She’s the spitting image of her 
mother, all blonde hair and blue eyes even down to that 
cute little upturned nose of hers. 


I love my family so much I would do anything to protect 
them, but today, I’ve asked Amee’s mom to look after them, 
after all, it’s a very special day, and I want it to be just 
perfect. 


Five years ago today, Amee and I were married in a little 
chapel in Kentucky in an idyllic little spot overlooking a vast 
lake. Amee wanted a small wedding, an intimate ceremony 
with just a few family and friends, before I took her on a 
three month tour of Europe. It was the first time she had 
ever stepped foot outside the US, and it was incredible to 
show her around London, Paris, Venice, Rome...and we 
made love in every single city. It’s a good thing that our 
first-born was a boy. otherwise he might have been named 
Paris for obvious reasons. 


We moved out of the apartment once Brad junior was born, 
and into a new townhouse in the middle of Chicago. I didn’t 
want to spend my days commuting and missing out on my 
kids growing up. At the time, it made sense, but once 
Charlotte was born, I started making other plans in my 
head. 


I wake Amee up with a kiss, exactly how I greet her each 
and every morning. I just love watching her sleep, the 
sunlight burnishing her hair like spun gold. She’s grown 
more beautiful in the five years we’ve been married if that’s 
somehow possible, childbirth helping to keep her curves, 
even though she’s taken up jogging with me to stay fit, and 
keep her stamina up in the bedroom because she knows I 
can’t keep my hands off her...all...night...long. 


“Hey, wake up, sleepy head.” 


She moans softly as I brush a golden curl away from her 
cheek, rousing her gently from her dreams. It would be so 
easy just to slide into bed next to her, and bury my cock 
inside her, but today I’m a man on a mission...and I have 
important things to do. 


Eventually, she opens her eyes, shutting them tight in the 
bright sunlight. 


“What time is it?” she asks, her voice full of sleep. 
“Tt’s time to get up, Mrs. Sherman.” 


She pulls a face, then smiles at me slyly under those thick, 
long lashes. 


“Maybe, you could get back in bed for a while, honey?” 
I smile, it’s tempting, but I have other plans. 
“Do you know what day it is today?” 


“Of course,” she drawls. “Happy anniversary, baby. Now get 
in here and Ill give you your present.” 


Oh god. Just the sight of her hair all mussed up with those 
come to bed eyes has my cock standing at attention. After 
five years, I still can’t get enough of this woman. 


I bend over and kiss her gently. 


“Sorry, honey, you’ve got to get up. Plenty of time for your 
present later. Now get dressed, we’re going out.” 


“Where to?” she shouts as I head for the door, but I just 
smile and tap my nose. 


“You'll have to wait and see, it’s a surprise.” 


It’s a three hour drive to get to our destination. We’ll have a 
celebratory lunch on the way, just to prolong the moment 
and keep her guessing. It’s a long shot - and I hope she 
likes it. 


As we drive, Amee looks at me from time to time. I can see 
her puzzled expression out of the corner of my eye and 
smile to myself. No matter how hard she presses me, I keep 
my secret. 


We stop at a great little restaurant in the middle of nowhere 
with fantastic views. I see her blue eyes light up, then get 
that far away look in her eyes she sometimes gets when we 
walk out into the countryside. 


After lunch, we drive the last fifty or so miles. I see a sign- 
post leading to our destination and turn off the main road 
and drive up a little lane that leads to my surprise. As we 
round the top of the hill, I stop the car and turn to Amee. 


“Well, what do you think?” 


Ahead of us stands a great big farmhouse, the old fashioned 
kind with a porch running right along the front. There’s a 
little white picket fence, and an overgrown garden and 
vegetable patch out front. 


Amee turns to me, her eyes wide in surprise. 
“Happy anniversary, darling, this is just for you.” 


Just for a moment, she looks shocked, and I wonder if I’ve 
done the right thing. Then her eyes mist over, the blue 
turning into a light sea-green before she bursts into tears. 


I hold her in my arms as she sobs. 
“Hey, you don’t have to like it. I just thought...” 


Amee laughs through her tears. “Oh, Brad. I love it, it’s 
perfect. It’s the place I’ve always dreamed of.” 


“Come on, come and see our new home.” 


We step out and breathe in the fresh, clean air. It’s a world 
away from the hustle and bustle of Chicago. 


“T was going to have it all done up, but then I thought you 
might want to take it on as a project, make it your own, 
make it ours, a beautiful place where we can bring up the 


kids. Money’s no object, just tell me what you want, and 
we'll get it done.” 


She kisses me, then furrows her brow deep in thought. “But 
what about Chicago, what about the business?” 


I shrug. “I’ve decided to hand over some of the 
responsibility. God knows I don’t need the money, and 
besides, I’m still the major shareholder. I’ve decided to do 
less, maybe work a few hours from home with the 
occasional trip into Chicago, but I thought I might like to try 
the country life, maybe keep a few hens, a few goats.” 


“That’s my dream, you remembered?” Amee’s eyes fill with 
tears again, and I brush away a single drop that slides down 
her cheek. 


“Of course I remembered, how could I ever forget my 
woman’s dreams? I told you that I’d make you the happiest 
woman alive. I’m the luckiest man in the world, and I thank 
god each day for bringing you to me.” 


She kisses me with the same passion as our very first kiss. 
“C’mon, let’s look inside.” 

I take her hand, but she pulls me back. 

“Brad, I’ve got something to tell you.” 


For a moment, she’s serious, and I wonder what’s the 
matter. 


“T have to give you my present.” 


I laugh somewhat relieved. “Don’t worry about that, honey. 
I’ve booked us into a hotel tonight in the nearest town, a 
night without the kids, you can give me your present then.” 


“No, Brad. There’s something else. I’m pregnant.” 


I just stand and stare at her for a moment, letting her 
words sink in. 


“You don’t mind, do you?” Her brow furrows again. 


“Mind? That’s the best present ever. I want to fill this house 
with kids!” 


I scoop her up in my arms and kiss her gently on those soft, 
red lips as I pat her stomach. 


“Well, Mrs. Sherman, it looks as though we’d better get 
started on this house a whole lot sooner than I thought!” 


“T love you my handsome, alpha boss.” 


“And I love you...my everything.” 
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